"I like movement, and I'm not curious, as you know," said
Jean-Frangois.

Felix la Tonsure rested his eyes for a moment on his com-
panion's athletic shoulders, on his handsome face, so bright and
resolute.

"Shock troopers like you is what we need," said Felix. "I
haven't wasted my day."

They took a few steps in silence, pleased with each other. Then
Felix said,

"You come and see me to-morrow morning in Marseille. I've
taken over a little bicycle shop there. That way I can take care of
my kids and it gives me a blind. I'll tell you the address.

Jean-Frangois reached into his pocket for a notebook.

"None of that, my boy, none of that,'* Felix exclaimed, "never
put anything in writing. Learn everything by heart, keep it in
your head."

Felix looked hard at Jean-Frangois and continued,

"And forget you've got a tongue. Just keep your mouth shut.
Understand?"

"I'm not crazy," said Jean-Frangois.

"That's what everybody says," Felix observed. "And then
you've got a wife. ..."

Jean-Frangois shrugged his shoulders.

"Or relatives you nevei hide anything from," Felix went on.

"My father and my mother are dead "and I only have an older
brother who wouldn't leave Paris," said Jean-Frangois.

He suddenly began to laugh and added,

"I'm crazy about him, but there's no danger of my telling him
anything. He's a baby."

Felix looked at Jean-Frangois* face, so fresh and rosy, and
laughed in turn.

"And you ought to know," he said.

He gave Jean-Frangois his address and they went into the first
cafe they found. It happened to be a day when liquor was sold.
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This life was really made to order for Jean-Frangois. All the
elements that could please him were here combined: violent
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